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become my place of safety since Augusrin had vanished for
the second time. Florence led the way, almost running, and I
followed. The mist which for so long had lain between me
and reality, now suddenly dispersed, and I was back in my
customary state of mind, had become once more a young man
living in1 a specific town and belonging to a definite social
group. Tired and out of breath, Florence slowly climbed the
stairs. The briefest of glances was enough to tell me that the
battle was going badly. She sat down, and, when I switched
on the light, complained that it hurt her eyes. I extinguished
the lamps, and all the darkened room contained were two
silent, shadowy figures. Swifts were uttering shrill cries above
the river.
'Telephone to him, please: please telephone. He has given
up coming: it is a whole week since I saw him last, and he
doesn't answer my letters/
I did not dare to ask who the faithless one was: did she mean
Jean or Augustin?
'Bring him back if you value my life!*
I cannot reconstruct, not even for myself, Florence's mono-
logue, her horrible confession, without feeling guilty. From
what she told me, between fits of sobbing, I managed to get
a pretty good idea of how the drama had developed during the
time when, withdrawing from the fight, I had lost myself
in brooding. From the very first, Jean had scrupulously stuck
to his part. But what about Florence ? At the moment when
she had denied Augustin, she may have succeeded, very briefly,
in cheating herself. After all, that denial could not possibly
have been premeditated. Without reflection, without compar-
ing and correcting, she had made her decision between the
two men, had picked immediately the one her body had al-
ready chosen. Like all women who lack the saving grace which